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Visitor on the Fast Mail |

By JASPER HUNNICUTT, R. P. C. l

' - R

| The Wraith of Benjamin Franklin Comes to Earth and Notes the

!
Progress Made in the Postal Service Since His Day. l

-

building various large clties Uncle Sam
Bas Kind ~rovidedl for his postal clerks
versy ments, Perhaps our lkc-
ness 1 rier B suggested making
for 13 s We greatiy €n-
¥ § - 4 ces above the cliy's
;?- 3 ) 1d of high lving Lhat
i D

I dormitory windows at Pitls-
bure down on two great citiea cove-
¢ «nd cllmbing the steep hilis.
i sz the river banks loom up
th roofs of mills that clothe lhe
earth 1 ron Abaove them is a *“pillar
0 3 a ! pillar of fire by
nig ) ! ng the lights had
fiash o st 3 hilltops, we sat In
our iy rters telling stories. Some of
§ r remember when Arm-
st £ I i ractical the distribution
of r ! and was soon succeeded by
L the preat bullder of our system,
wha is e£tlll our honored chief Others
ErOke F'rs h. the disciplinarian, and of
Jackson as the systematizer of the service,
As twilight < ened and the city seemed
far away beneath us one of the clerks
po ! i 1 river towards PBraddock-
field i remarked that a glimpse of our
times would have surprized one of the old
¥ This gave a queer turn to our
thoughts, which clung to us after we had
gome to the station and prepared for our
trip to St. Lovis on the night line. While
walting In the station malilroom a strange
gensation me unon us for an jinstant. We
looked into one another's faces and con-
versation cea=ed. Then we observed among
us a8 man drezsed in the colonial garb of
15 years ago. No one saw him come in,

but he was there, looking about with the
a child at first sight of the
*hristmas His face, which had the
strong features common to great men, was
flushed with pleasure. His broad-brimmed

eagerness of

iree.

hat was besprinkled with rain. Over his
ghoulder he bore a large silk kite with a
brass key attached to the string, He
geemed to regard us only as a part of the
scenery, which apparent!y was new to him.
The sllence became oppreesive, and Clerk

Burnside ventured to remark: ““Been flying
your kite, Mister, I suppose?” The stranger

gmiled placed the kite in Burnside's
hards When Burnside touched the key a
rong sloctric shock was felt and the kite
vanished instantly. Burnside turned pale
Banagu ehost and sald he disliked
nyt! that occurred too suddenly. An
Irish | fefr o1 &4 himself and rushed
dow ’ exclaiming: *“It isn't alive he
s at 1. but just walking around for a
Blaff when s We would all have
hurriediy left the room, but our limbs re-
fused t rry us. It was a relief when our
visit pok “Thank God,"”” he sald, “my
degire hath been granted, and I shall see In
a dream the Inventions of another century.
sire ned within me to know the fu-
ture of that well-nigh impaszable wilder-
ness west of Peansylvania province., 1 am
permitted 1o go in this true dream one
jay's fourney with those who have charge
of hiz Majesty's mail. 1 contend that sale
i ' nt urringe of mail 1= beneficlal

i rafl As postmaster at Philadelphia I
fraguently to New York, and to

Marviand and Virginia provinces, As prool
rrangement, here is a letter

1 wo weeks ago to-day by a youth
George Washington in the province

TR Wa Jooked with great in-
ocument, which was dated

2. When placed in the hands of

Mr. Whittler, our clerk in charge, it van-
g K it and we agaln suffered
deopllity. The stranger con-

myths, whom 1 behold

in n dream, how long is your journey
v KRing nail’ “8ix hundred and
tw ty milk to & ity called St. Louls,™
¥4 Whittler nervously. The stranger
and =aid: "“'Tis almost be-

yond belief, but I must not deny your
st "t My own conclusionsg are often
pnacceptiable to others, and to-day 1 veri-
fied & truth that i contrary to most minds,
wit: t t rhining is the same as ¢lec-
tricity excited by friction.' Clerk in Charge
w1 went to the telephone and called
f 't phia “Now stranger,” he
g0 in eledirie wirg ltke vour kite string
xtends from here o Philadelphia, and
BOUINM ! reproduced at the other end.”
Our « glowed with delight as
t ‘ lce reached his ear, and the
pare - 1 ladelphia was astonished at
+1 t gquestions We called the Gov-
eroor of New York, of whom he inquired
concerr z recent Indian troublese, also the
mayi ton, with wham he discussed
the e i of the city. These people
& s¢ strange, rich volce they
! ] | the department at Washington
i : rving to discover who made that

i L It it the rate of !_" for esach

thres ] (£ Mr. Whittler produced an
‘ containing news of the day
fr “A little wire under the
g signs along.” he sald. The
L oved almest to tears “*Le
thankru & =ald, "that you now exist
0 magination and =shall have
fars hence when
' e i1l was distressing to learn
tha T rely shadows of a dream
eAr when he awoke
r Wi s ¥ the shed and the
D= it amazed bevond
" ] 1S mammoto
ny he exclaimed. An Irishman
T sthamse and then fled
- eor, who was
: r e, 1} slranger
= h wer [l eart Can move that
RE @ 8 | =
h P r w t,;_
X t <k like a
[ Ar | 427 A
s g. How
: - the limit
i s afn
Anger echoud
: 5 <
nginesr was
tor 1 T34
" t A and
wnl ¢ A= A
y ilterward fined for
: ‘ the statio
7 of our traf
: : \ N
LI = ! n ired Lthe
ine r i 114 SlEDs
i il xamined, witl X
F r. the | I3 § A
rK it W 3
e clns He = 0 oth
¢ snd sno 1. He stretched

elr | . Pullma berth and laugh<d
traveling s

el

R reemed to him ridiculous
I

a lterary age.” he sald. "Shall

you \Jea SLakspEare o the Aborigines,

who na doubt will seek our scalps as we

g0 westRArd? And here's ; Pray.
did you ever eurl Ring George's wig? The
lndians have 1o beards or you might shave
Pentiac's lace I trow he would not sk
you at his throat. And here are tables
spread for dinner with dainty fare and
costly ware 0t 0r royalty. Luxurious
myths of my dream’ In carriages, after the
similitude of & pa & Journey to the

narber

the rafters of the postoffice 1 unknown region of the Sacs and Foxes,

the restless Catawbas and ireacherous

Sioux. Hereln 1 read the history of lLat-
Colonies;: freedom from the crown and a
century of peace with other lands. No
warrior nation could afford such luxury.”
He next appeared at one of the mall car
doors. ‘“The night will be stormy,”” he
aald. “"You will not venture forth until the

weather improves?” Mr. Whittler assurcd
him that at $:15 p. m. we shonld be “ofi.”

*I shall be with presentiy,”” the
stranger remarked, “but desire to walk half
a mile beside this huge machine to abserve
its motion.”

Just then a signal was given and the «n-
gine tugged at its big load eight hundred
fect long. With fleree hissing of steam
and an awful blast from the chimney the
big wheels flew around violently on the
olly track. Then checking its fury a mo-
ment, again it went forward, wrapped In
smoke and gleaming with fire, and
rushed out into the storm. The stranger
leaped into the air. He would not have
been more surprised if the engine had
spread a pair of black wings and flown up-
ward. “Wonderful creature of steel and
steam.'” he =ald, while climbing into the
mall car, “and it spits fire like Heelzebub.
Newcomen hath demonstrated that steam
is powerful, but ye have trained it to work
in harness.”

He was startled when the tunnel wails
closed around us, and again when we
rugshed across the river and bowled along
under the high cliffs. The rain came down
in sheets. The lightning glared above Lhe
hill tops, and we beheld flashlight plctures
of a great city with a river at its feet,
Across the chasm and up the gorge, then
over into the wvalley we went, increasing
our speed each moment. The rain
struck the cars like haill, so fast we fow
over the black landscape. Our visitor's face
was white with excitement. “It is an age
of madness,” he said, “such & headlong
demoniac rush through the darkness must
end in destruction.” We were disturbed by
a fear that he might awake from his
dream, and felt very uncertain in regard
to our status in that event. To divert his
attention, Mr. Whittler conducted him
through all the postal cars on the train
and explained the work. He saw hundreds
of sacks hung with open mouths up, and
clerks swiftly throwing therein paper madil
for the various routes in many States. He
saw a thousand letter boxes filled with let-
ters, and he greatly admired the dexterity
of the clerks. He shouted In astonishment
when a certaln paper which now goes to
3.0 people weekly was placed In his
hands.

“My Gazette,” he cried, “‘to what a mul-
titude thou shalt speak., and how beauti-
ful thou art grown. Tell me,” he sald,
“something in regard to these many towns.
We now have, In this year 1752, less than a
score of postoffices in the colonies, You
must have many settlements in the wilder-

ness.”

vou

£0

drops

Clerk-in-charge Whittler, who hadd
studied the Annual Guide, then made the
following statement: ““There are in this

country 78,945 postoflices; Pennsvlvania
leads in number with 5,135, while Wyoming
has but 345. Alaska contains 67, Hawail W0
2nd Porto Rico 78. Guam and Samoa each
boast of one postofice. Thirty-six post-
offices are named Franklin and there are
thirty-one Washingtons. The Indians have
ieft several names, but not 80 many
would be supposed. Southern Indian names
are soft In sound. In Georgia there are
Altamaha, Apalachee, Cherokee, Yahoola.
Their white destrovers such lofty
names as Gumlog, Jeff, Josh and Rabbitt.
Northern Indian tribes gave us names less
mu=ical. In Massachusetis there Is Pocas-
get, Ponkapog, Pontoosuc. In Maine, Pat-
tagumpus, Pemaquid, Widdecook, Wiscas-
fet. In Michigan, Petoskev, Saugatuck,
Wequetonsing. We trace the Jesuit mis-
sionaries around the lakes by such post-
office names as Les Cheneaux, Pointe aux
Barques, Saulte Ste. Marie, Marquetie and
Fond du Lac. California mingles the rough
names of early settlers with the soft Span-
ish, There is Grizzly Bluff and musical
Esmarelda, unlovely Squaw Valley and fra-
grant Los Olivos, sarcastic Angel's Camp
and plous Los Angeles. There is fruity
Prunedale and Peach and Pomona and
Mexican Tamales. Its Chinese contingent
accounts for a postoffice named Cathay.”

“I wonder,” remarked Stickington, “if
that iz where bicycles were first used, 1
read In an old book about a ‘Cycle of Ca-
thay.” "

Mr. Whittler ordered him to ‘lock out
Steubenville” and econtinued: *“All States
preserve thelr history in postoffice names,
in Maryviand—Calvert, Cecilton, Van
Bibber, Queen Anne, and in Virginia, King
William, Pocahontas, ete. There is an im-
mense postoffice menagerie. We have forty-
four Bears, as Bear Creek, Bear Lake,. ete.:
sixty-eight Beavers, 106 Elks, fifty Buffalos,
Foxes of all kinds and colors.
relate, there are three Snake postoffices,
one Dogden and one Deogtooth., Our
extensive, 125 postoffices named for
the Ash, Cedar 152, Pine 176, Beech 44, Maple
B and Z2 Oaks. Uncle Sam did not neglect
his orchard and there are Applegroves,
Apple Creeks, etec., to the number of 29;
Orarge 46, Peach 21, Persfmmon 4,
Sixteen names begin with Light
begin with Dark. There are
Sunrise and fifteen Sunzets.™

as

used

as

Strange to

:=]§|i

forest is

Fear 2.
and nine
ten namea

“That shows,”" observed Stickington, *“that

fewer people see the sun rise than see |t
L
AMr, Whittler directed him to keep still

ind went on: “Three postoffice names be-
gin with “Bitter’ and five with ‘Sweet." One
of these i& Sweetlipns.”

“Ah, I know of two more,” interrupted

- '
SLICK,

Whittler frowned and continued:
eight pames begin with ‘Good’ and only one
with ‘Bad.” That i8 Bad Axe, Mich., and
it i= twenty miles from Grindstone City.”

“Fifty-

-

Island, N. Y. The most ancient is Adams-
boro, Ind., the surest Is Blrd-in-Hand, Pa.
The most foreign is King of Prussia In the
game State. The highest is Cloudland, N.
(., the saddest Goodbye, Tenn., the most
curious is Rock-a-Walking, Md. The slow-
est is Nogo, Mo, Stick ventured to add
that the moat delightful postoffice is Kisse
Mills, Mo., which he considered the mills of
the gods. Mr. Whittler was disgusted with
fils remarks and =ent him to the Missourl
car to “face up” papers.

Our visitor listened as to something of
supreme importance. “Your story,” he said,
“tells me great things. The fringe of peo-
ple on the eastern shore shall grow outward
to the western sea. The world's most cour-
ageous races here shall blend into a nation
strong enough to conquer the vast unmeas-
ured wilderness,”

When morning began to dawn, we were
hundreds of milea to the west, and our visi-
tor, instead of looking upon the haunts of
savages, saw the fertile farms of Ohio,
blue and beautiful after the rain. The flocks
were just beginning to stir, the birds sing-
ing their earlist songs, the smeil of mint
rese beside the little streams. Wreaths of
fog hung across the track,
shot through them Ilike a
light. The stranger leaned out the
side doors enchanted by the scene.
His curly locks were carried backward, and
his vellow necktie fluttered in the wind.
in wonder, he exclaimed, “How is it that
feel no emotlon, nor perceive this
miracle of sclence? The going of this
great conveyance, with scores of people
slesping softly, and mail and merchancise
piled high, is marcelous, Never before have
I dreamed a dream like this. I apprehend
the secret of your union. Constant inter-
change of thought and products binds your
hearts togeither. Ye cannot hate your dis-
tant brethren because ve eat their luxuries.
The stomack effects the heart. In this, my
Gay, war is the game and business of a
king. But in your time, a man, to defeat
his enemy, need not have at him with
blunderbuss and sword, but will essay to
build a swifter iron horse than he, or ex-
ceed him in barter or manufacture. Me-
thinks this vision ig delightful and I grieve
to think yve soon must vanish." To the end
of our journey his enthusiasm abated not
in the least degree. He measured the
product of the ficld and factory with his
eve, and its worth in distant regions, At
great statlons where, amidst a multitude
ol people many trains moved in and out,
ne looked upon thelr going as majestic and
beyond the pageantry of older lands. With
delight he watched the local clerk catch
the suspended sacks as we ran swiltly
through many towns. Often we saw tears in
his eyes, and knew he was overwhelmed
by great thoughts. For with wondrous
power of intellect he saw a continent inter-
laged by railway systems. Nothing remote
or out of reach. All smoothly moving,
never ceasing, meeting and parting in
rythmic harmony. And as a great sym-
phony sometlmes affects strong men, so
he was moved, Before the end of our trip, a
lively race occurred. As we came to the
great American bottoms near St. Louis, o
rival train sprang from behind a bluff and
by its sudden hiding and reappearing among
the willows, we knew it was coming like
the wind. Soon the tracks converged, and
the twe monster engines ran side by =ide,
whirling their drivers with terrific violence,
The bushes swayed about as in a storm;
the section men stond far back, holding
their hats. The track in front seemed to
rush toward us with marvelous speed. The
gtrip of ground between the two roads flew
hackward like the belt of a swift pulley.
We laughed and jeered at the mail clerks
on the other train. Our spirits rose ar fell
as we forged ahead or dropped back for a
moment. The sunshine of noon glistened on
the two steeds of steel that sprang forward
at the rate of one hundred feet each sec-
ond. Far down the parallel tracks we saw
the high signal which would soon tell which
train should have the crossing. The en-
ginemen strove to increase the pressure,
and the exhaust clattered in the chimneys
like the hoof-beats of a wild troop of
horsemen, Leaning out of the side doors,
the air whistled around our heads as we
watched the signals far away. Then it be-
came like the homestretch of a race when
the horses strain every nerve to come un-
der the line, running low with their necks
stretched forward, foaming and panting.
The exhaust grew more furious, the biyg
wheels looked like rims without spokes.
The side rods appeared as a sheet of steel,
as the piston strokes became too rapid for
the eye to follow. After a moment that
was intense and long, our signal dropped,
and we¢ gave a shout as the other train
dropped back.

Soon after we were crossing the Missis-
sippi when it was observed that Burnside
had collapsed and fallen on a pile of
“empties.”” *“‘Boys,” he said, “we are in
the worst predicament of our lives, I am
sure our visitor is real, while I feel exactly
like a myth. He will soon awake from his
dream and be living in 1752, and we people
that he is dreaming about will have to wait
more than a hundred vears to be born.
And who knows whether we will ever be
born at all. There's many a chance against
it. My great-great-grandparents may never
meet. Or if they do hé might speak lightly
of her bonnet or she might laugh about his
home-made shoes—just a slight difference
and the whole affair be off. It is awful to
consider that upon such little things our
chance to live depends, No doubt millions
of people have never been born because
their ancestors fell out about something or
happened to live in different parts of the
country. And now in a minute we shall all
pass away a hundred years before we are

flash of

ve

| born."

As the train backed swiftly into the sta-
tion at St. Louls Burnside's lamentation
was Arowned by the clang of bells and gen-
eral confusion of sound. To all of us came
for an instant 2 sensation not to be de-
seribed as we went out existence and
back again. And so we returned from the

of

['nus VOICE OF THE PULPIT |

|

i

but our train |

seventeenth century, In which we had been |

produced before our time for the benefit
of Benjamin Franklin.

strength in God's Hands,

Our life is scarce the twinkle of a star
In God's eternal day Obecures and dim

With mortal clouds, it yet may beam for Hi:
m,

Stickington now begged leave to make the | And. darkened here, shine falr to spheres afar,
) ' - I wiil b+ patlent, lest my sorrow bar
wing statement: “The most peculiar | His grace and blessing, and I fall supine:
me is Peculiar, Mo., the coldest post- | In my own hands my want and weakness are,
D u . g~ -t | My strength, O God, in Thine
office is Zero. Ky., the warmest is Fire | —Bayard Taylor.
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| unetuous repetition of the creed,

LOVE'S SEEING POWER: HEROISM
AND BEALTY OF ACTS OF WOMEN.

>

By Dean Richmond Babbitt, D. D,
Rector Church of the Epliphany,
(Episcopal), Brooklyn, N. Y.

>—

“She hath done what she could; she is
come beforehand to ancint my body to the
burying."—Mark xiv,

_—

The most beautiful things ever done have
been those done by women. Men have done
heroic acts, so have women. But in the
heroism of women there has often been a
sweel and entrancing beauty that has cov-
ered the hard, rigorous, severe lines of
naked heroism. Tenderness and love have
been the setting of their herolc deeds, and
the rugged, heroic act which would in man
stand forth in a cold isolation is entwined
by woman with a sweet attractiveness that
warms while it inspires. Their love wraps
round some stern act of self-denial or self-
sacrifice as the softness of the velvety moss
covers the gnarled and rugged oak. The
words I have quoted in the text refer to
such an act of woman, one doubtless of
large self-denial, butgso pervaded by self-
forgetful love, so lost in a passion of self-
abandonment, that one in gazing on the

moving picture is swayed by the beauty,
love and gracious kindiiness of the act,
rather than Impressed by Iits herolsm.
But, furthermore, the heroic act to which
I refer reads us another lesson than that of

beauty. It teaches profoundly the seeing
power of love. l.ook at the picture as St.
Mark, the gospel limner, paints it, and see
this lesson. The Savior is dining with Simon
in Bethany. A proud company is doubtless
present. He is receiving at meat after the
manner of the Orientals, and a simple-
hearted, loving belng, not learned In con-
troversies about dutly, or wise in theoretic
ethics, or exercised in subtle questions of
conduct, comes Into the room with a box of
precious ointment of splkenard. She is only

a woman who was devoted to Christ. She
loved the great spiritual Belng before her,
and she wanted to express her love in some
way that might be somewhat adequate. All
love wants. to express itself. It is of the
very nature of love to express Itself. And
this adoring woman, full of this deep, pure,
spiritual love of the Savior, must tell it out
in some way that would measure to some
degree her feelings, though whatever means
she used she knew she could not tell it all.

A LOVING ACT.
There she stands with her simple, loving
heart, about to do a heroic act which will
make her, nameless as =he is in the gospel

story, yet famous for all time; and so she
bends over the Lord, and with one swift
gesture of love breaks the alabaster box
and pours the preclous ointment on His
head, raining down tears on His feet In the

swelling torrent of her love, and then using
her long hair as a towel, wipes His fect,
kisses them, and anoints them with tie
ointment. The rapture, the humility, the
beauty, the innate heroism of that act will

ever lie safely preserved in the amber of
man's memory, for the human heart will
not let it die.

And then cold, calcualating prudence be-
gins its work in the minds of the unheroic
company about. “It was a foolish act,”
says the wise economists among Simon's
guests. But the woman was no political
economist; she only loved. “Why was not
this ocintment sold for so much and given
to the poor? Is not our dear Lord always
considering the poor? Why is this oint-
ment thrown away, just for nothing?"

Beauty? Manyv do not understand the
ward. Herolsm? Many don't know it when
they see it. Many do not estimate at its
value the divineness of love's passion and
love's beauty because they have it not.
They cannot see these values because love
does not give them the secing power, Thrift,
e¢conomy, saving, ves, all that is good, but
not good when at the expense of things
better. :

Ah! the Master valued the beautiful, gen-
erous act of the sinning yet loving woman
at its true worth, for Christ himself had
bevond all human measurement the pre-
vening insight of love. He commended her
act, lifted it up for universal admiration,
for an eternal fame. Her spirit, with all
its past sin, was Kkindred to His. The oracle
in her heart was better in the eves of
Christ than the oracle in their prudent
heads. And she, too, with the same plerc-
ing gaze of love, had ever grown prophetic
in her beautiful act and had seen deeply
into her Lord’'s future as killed by His ene-
mies. It sees fore and aft and is alive to
the present. The power of love is alwavs
that of the seer. And Christ recognized
that great gift in the loving woman, that
gift of wonderful insight through love, de-
fended her and =aid: *“‘She hath done what
she could; she hath ancinted me to my
burying."”

CHARACTER OF I1LOVE.

But now wing yvour thought wider and
gpeed from this herole act of beauty and of
grace, to God's nature and character of
love. Did you ever ask why God loves man?
God loves man because it is God’s nature
to be full of love, and God's love is but
God’'s insight into man's value. Do not tell

men that man is worthless In the sight of

God, How could God be love, as we know
He is, and yet not have the plercing gaze
that _sces His own image, even if obscured,
in man? We do not love men, because the

weedy growth of our selfishness chokes off
our love. But not 80 with God, for He loves
all men. That truth is radiant in the Oll
and New Testaments, and flashes out and
gleams in glowing colors all through God’'s
revelation of Himself. No one Is excepted
from God's love. .
We look out on the world and see men
in the densest ignorance, swayved by dis-
tinctive passions, drowned by the cancer
of selfishness, utterly unlovable. But hav-
ing no love, we do not see deep enough.
Love's insight wanting, we have no meas-
ure of moral or spiritual values. We miss
the divine in man, which God’s love discov-
ers, and which His grace gradually brings
even to blunt human gaze. When we look
into our own hearts and analvize our own
consciences, if we are truly humble, we are

inclined to wonder how anybody can love |

us. Yet God's swift and perceiving gaze of
love sees, so to say, a reflection of Christ
now in us, some spark of the divine, some
glint of goodness, something so valuable,
€0 worthy in His eves that he sent His own
Son to redeem us and bring out the beauty
and glory of God's nature, and awake to
vision the love in our own hearts, so that
we may see somewhat as he sees when He
looks on men

A Christian without love i8 a contradie-
tion in terms, and wherever you find high
professjons of gospel character, doctrinal
distinctions drawn to the ninth of a hair.
ethical
hair splitting and no love with it all, call
it by its right name, ““Religious rattle.”

' T.ove {8 the underlying force of Christian

character, and faculty is not only the see-
ing power, but the doing power,

A TRICK OF FATE.

A Strange PPrayer Made Just Before
Lincoin's Death.

New York Evening Post.

Fate plays some strange tricks. Who can
say that Judge Riddie did not, for a few
brief hours the following spring, hold Lin-
coin’s life in his hand? His daughter Har-
riet, who afterwards became the wife of
Henry E. Davis, and has acquired reputa-
tion as an author, was in the early part of
1865 2 pupil at 2 Roman Catholic convent
school In Washington. One day, just be-
fore the tragedy at Ford's theater, a fe-
male teacher returned from a brief visit to
her Southern home, apparently laboring
under some terrible excitement which she
was tryingz to suppress. At the session of
her clase immediately preceding thelr sep-
aration for Good Friday, she suddenly bade
them ail join her in a prayer., which she
poured forth In a voice and manner so
agonizing that the chiidren were thrilled
with a nameless horror. Among other
things, she prayed for the souls which were
soon 1o be called before their maker with-
out warning, and for those of the persons
who were to send them,

Judge Riddle’s daughter, who was an im-
essionable child, could
erself till she

| ®#isuble certain conquest

she was awakened on Good Friday night
by the nolise of the soldiers and citizens
hurrying through the street and calling
out the news of the assassination, she ut-
tered an exclamation which caught and
held her father's attention, and then he
listened to the tale which he had once
waved aside, :
“Why did you not tell me this before!"
he demanded. It was then too late. The
most he could do was to. collect such evl-
dence from the schonol children as he might
to ald the detectives in hunting down the
conspirators, but they were unable to put
their hands upon the teacher who had ut-
tered that awful prayer. She had fled. No
one could longer doubt that, in her visit
to her home. she had become possessed—
robably under an oath-bound seal of si-
ence—of the dread secret. I1f Judge Rid-
dle had heard his little girl's story in time,

rhaps he would have suspected its bear-
ng; perhaps not. Whao can tell? It Is so
much easier to fit the pieces of a mosaic
together after fate has shown us where
each was intended to go, than before!

A PORTRAIT OF KITCHENER.

The British General as He Appeared
in the Campaign in the Soudan.

The successful ending of the war in South
Africa under the direction of Lord Kitch-
ener and the consequent prominence of that
officer gives a new interest to the pen pic-
ture made of him while he was conducting
the campaign in Egypt by the correspond-
ent G. W. Steevens, who later, following
the army to the Transvaal, lost his life
there., It Is a vivid portraiture and makes
plain the force and character of the man as
few other sketches have done. Steevens

writes in his book [“With Kitchener to
Khartum™]:

“Maj. Gen. Sir Horatio Herbert Kitch-
ener ls forty-eight years old by the book;
but that js irrelevant. He stands several
inches over six feet, straight as a lance,
and looks out imperiously above most
men's heads; his motions are deliberate
and strong; slender but firmly knit, he
seems bullt for tireless, steel-wire endur-
ance rather than for power or agility: that
also is irrelevant. Steady, passionless eyes
shaded by decisive brows, brick red, rather
full cheeks, a long mustache, beneath
which you divine an immovable mouth; his
face is harsh and neither appeals for af-
fection nor stirs dislike. All this is irrele-
vant, too. Neither age, nor figure, nor face,
nor any accideant of person has any bearing
on the essential sirdar. You could imagine
the character just the same as if all the
externals were different. He has no age
but the prime of life, no body but one to
carry his mind, no face but one to keep his
brain behind. The brain and the will are
the essence and the whole of the man—a
brain and a will so perfect in their work-
ings that In the face of extremest difficulty
they never seem to know what struggle is.
You cannot imagine the sirdar otherwise
than as seeing the right thing to do and
doing it. His precision is g0 inhumanly un-
erring he is more like a machine than a
man. You feel that he ought to be

tented and shown with pride at the Paris
nternational exhibition. British empire,
oz?iblt No. 1, hors concours, the Sudan ma-
chine.

“It was aptly =aid of him by one who had
closely watched him in his office and in the
f.eld and at mess that he is the sort of
feller that ought to be made manager of
the army and navy stores. The aphorist's
tastes lay perhaps in the direction of those
more genial virtues which the sirdar does
not possess, yet the judgment summed him
up perfectly., He would be a splendid man-
ager of the army and navy stores. There
are some who nurse a desperate hope that
he may some day be appointed to sweep
cut the War Office.

pe would be a splendid manager of the
War Office. He would be a splendid man-
ager of anything. But it so happens that
he has turned himself to the management
of war in the Sudan. and he is the com-
plete and the only master of that art. Be-
ginning life in the Royal Engineers—a soil
reputed to be more favorable to machinery
than to human nature—he early turned to
the study of the Levant. He was one of
Beaconsfield’s military vice consuls in Asia
Minor; he was subsequently director of the
Palestine Exploration Fund. At the be-
ginning of the Sudan troubles he appeared.
He was one of the original twenty-five ofli-
cers who set to work on the new Egyptian
army. And in Egypt and the Sudan he has
been ever since, mastering the problem of
the Sudan always. The ripe harvest of
fifteen years is that he knows everyvthing
that Is to be learned of his subject. He has
seen and profited by the errors of others
as by their successes. He has inherited the
wisdom and the achievements of his prede-
cessors. He came at the right hour and
he was the right man.

“Captain R. E., he began in the Egyptian
army as second in command of a regiment
of cavalry. In Wolseley's campaign he was
intelligence officer. During the summer of
1884 he was at Korosko, negotiating with
the Ababdeh shieks in view of an advance
across the desert to Abu Hamed; and note
how characteristically he has now bettered
the then abandoned project by going that
way to Berber and Khartum himseif, only
with a railway! The idea of the advance
across the desert he took over from Lord
Wolseley, and, indeed, from innumerable
Arab caravang; and then, for his own
stroke of insizht and resolution amounting
to =enius, he turned a raid into an irre-
by superseding
camels with the railway. Others had
thought of the ‘desert route; the sirdar,
correcting Korosko to Halfa, used it. Oth-
ers had orojected desert rallways; the sir-
dar made one. That, summarized in one in-
stance, is the working of the Sudan ma-
chine.

“Asg intelligence officer Kitchener accom-
panied Bir Herbert Stewart's desert col-
umn, and you may be sure that the utter
breakdown of transport which must in any
case have marred that heroic folly was not
unnoticed by him. Afterwards, through the
long decade of little fights that made the
Egyptian army, Kitchener was fully em-
ployed. In 1887 and 1888 he commanded at
Suakim, and it is remarkable that his most
important enterprise was half a failure. Ile
attacked Osman Digna at Handub when
most of the Emir's men were away railding;
and although he succeeded in releasing-a
number of captives he thought it well t)
retire, himself wounded in the face by a
bullet, without any decisive success. The
withdrawal was in no way discreditable,
for his force was a jumble of irregulars
and levies without diseipiine. But it is not
perhaps fanciful to believe that the sirdar,
who has never given battle without making
certain of an annihilating victory, has not
forgotten his experience of haphazard
Bashi-Bazouking at Handub. He had his
revenge before the end of 1888, when he led
a brigade of Sudanese over Osman's
trenches at Gamazieh. Next vear at Toski
he again commanded a brigade. In 18% he
succeeded Sir Francls Grenfell as sirdar.
That he meant to be sirdar in fact as well
as name he showed in 18. ‘The young
Khedive traveled south to the frontier and
took the occasion to insult every British
officer he came across. Kitchener promptiy
gave battle; he recsligned, a crisis came, and
the Khedive was obiiged to do public pen-
ance by issuing a general order in praise
of the discipline of the army and its British
officers. Two year=s later he began the re-
conquest of the Sudan. Without a single
throwback the work has gone forward
since—-but not without intervals.

*The sirdar {8 never in a hurry. With
fmmovabhle self-control he holds back from
each step till the ground s consolidated
under the last, The real fighting power of
the Sudan les in the country itself, in its
barrenness which refuses food, and its
vastness which paralyzes transport.

‘“The Sudan machine obviates barrenness
and vasiness; the bayonet action stands
still until the railway action has plled the
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Onecz there was a homelike Beanery
where one could tell the Day of the Week
by what was on the Table.

The Stroke Oar of this Food Bazaar had
been in the Business for 20 years and she
had earned her Harp three times over. The
Prune Joke never phased her, and she had
herself trained so as not to hear any sar-
castic Cracks about the Oleo. She prided
herself on the Atmosphere of Culture that
permeated the Establishment and on the

——

A SURE-ENOUGH BOARDING HOUSE.

Fact that she did not harbor any Improper
Characters. A good many Improper Char-
acters came around and sized up the Lay-
out and then blew.

It was a sure enough Boarding House,
such as many of our Best People know all
about even if they won't tell. All they had
to do to get the Center Table ready for
Ping-Pong was to take off the Casters.

The Landlady was doing what she could
to discourage the Beef Trust, but she ear-
ried a heavy line of Oatmeal. She had Oat-
meal to burn, and sometimes she did it
And she often remarked that Spinach had
Iron in it and was great for the Blood. One
of her pet Theories was that Rice contalned
more Nutriment than could be found in
Spring Chicken, but the Boarders allowed
that she never saw a Spring Chicken,

In the Cast of Characters were many of
the Old Favorites. There was the lippy
Boy with the Williams and Walker Shirts
who knew the Names of all the Ball-FPlay-
ers and could tell when there was a good
Variety Show in Town.

Then there was the other kind with a
straw-colored Mustache and a prominent
Adam’'s Apple who was very careful about
his Pronunciation. He belonged to a So-
cial Purity Club that had a Yell. His Idea
of a Hurrah was to get in a Parlor with a
few Sisters who were under the Age Limit
and sing the Bass Part of "Pull for the
Share."

Then there wag the Old Boarder. He

MODERN FABLES BY GEORGE ADE.

THE MODERN FABLE OF THE REGU- |

USUAL WAY IT TURNED OUT ......

OATMEAL TO BURN.

the Land-Mark. Having lived in
Boarding-Houses and Hotels all his Life,
he had developed a Grouch that enveloped
him like a Morning Fog. He had a Way of
turning Things over with his Fork, as If to
say, “Well, 1 don't know about this.” And
he never belleved anything he s=aw in the
Paperse. He =ald the Papers printed those
things just to fill up. The Circassian

PLACE AND THE
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by Robert Howard Russell. 5
- A g
Princess that brought in the Vitties pald

more attention to him than to any one else,

because if he didn't get Egg on his Let-

tuce he was hable to cry all over the Talble
Cloth.

Then there was the chubby Man who
came in every Evening and told what had
happened at the Store that Day, and Lhers
was a human Ant-Eater who made Puns

On¢ of the necessary
fined Joint is the Slender Thing who |5 take
ing Music and has Mommer along to fAght
off the Managers and hush the Volee of
Scandal. This Boarding House had one of
these Mother-and-Child Combinations that
was a Dream. Daughter was full of Kub-
elik and Josef Hoffman. Away back in tho
Pines somewhere there was a Father who
was putting up for the Outfit. Mother's
Job seemed to be to =it around and Root,
She was a consistent little DBooster. If
what Mother said was true, then Effc's
Voice was a good deal better than Il sound-
ed. She said the Teachers were just crazy
about ft, and all of them agreed that Effe
ought to go to Paris or Milan. The slangy
Boy with the rag-time Shirt them
one better and said that all of the phoney
Melbas in the country ought to pull for the
0l1d Country and walt until they were seng
for.

In this same Boarding House there was &
Widow whese husband had neglected to
die. Being left all alone in the World she
had gone out to make her Way, since which
time she had gained about 30 pounds and
was considered Great Company by the
Young Men.

Necessarily there was a Pale Lady who
loved to read and who stuck to the Pate
terns that appeared in Godey's Magazine
soon after the War.

Then there was the Married Couple, withe
out any Children or Furniture of their own,

Features of a reée

went
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IDEA OF A HURRAH.

and the only reason they didn't take &
House was that Henry had to be out of
Town so often. Henry's SBalary had been
whooped $500 a Year and she was jJust be-
ginning to say Gown instead of Dress. She
had the Soclety Column for Breakfast and
things looked Dark for Henry.

For many months this conventional
Group of ordinary 6% Mortals had lived In
a Rut. At each mealtime they rounded up
and mechanically devoured what was doied
out to them and folded their Napkins and
broke ranks. Each day was the Duplicate
of another and Life had petered down 1o a
Routine.

One Evening, just as they had come in
for thelr Vermicelli, a new Boarder glided
into their midst. She was a tall Gypey
Queen with about $1.200 worth of Clothes
that fit her evervwhere and all the timea,
and she had this watch-me kind of a Walk,
the same being a Cue for all the other Girls
to get out their Hardware,

When she moved up to the Table and
began to distribute a few sample Smiles,
S0 as to indicate the Character of her
Work, the musical Team went out with the
Tide, the Grass Widow curled up llke an
Autumn Leaf, the touch-me-not Married
Lady dropped into the Scrub Division. The
Lady who read was shy a Spoon and afrald
to ask for . The Men were all google-
eved and the Help was running into Chairs
and dropping important parts of the Menu.

Presently the Landlady came in and ex-
plained. She sald that Mrs. Williams was
in the City to shop for a couple of Days
and her Husband would be up on the Night

Train. Whereupon five men fell under the
Table.
Moral: Nothing ever happens at a Boarde

lﬂﬂ' Housr .

camp with supplies or the steamer action
can run with a full Nile. Fighting men
may chafe and go down with typhold and
cholera; they are in the iron grip of the
meachine, and they must wait the turn of its
wheels. Dervishes wait and wonder, pass-
ing from apprehension to security. The
Turks are not coming; the Turks are
afraid. Then suddenly at dayvbreak one
morning they see the sirdar advancing upon
them from all sides together, and by noon
they are dead. Patient and swift, eertain
and relentless, the Sudan machine rolls con-
quering southward.

“In the meantime, during all the vears of
preparation and achievement, the man has
disappeared. The man, Herbert Kitchener
owns the affection of private friends in
England and of old comrades of fifteen
years' standing; for the rest of the world
there is no man Herbert Kitchener, but
only the sirdar, neither asking affection nor
giving it. His officers and men are wheels
in the machine: he feeds them enough 1o
make them efficient, and works them as
mercilessly as he works himself. He will
have no married officers in his army—mar-
riage interferes with work. Army officer
who breaks down from the ciimate goes on
Fick leave at once; next time he goes and
the Egyptian army bears him on jts
strength no more. Asked once why he did

not let his officers come down to Cairo dur-

ELECTION DAY IN KANSAS,
Lady (at the polls)—I want to vote, sir.
Judge—All right, mum. How old are you?
Lady (lushing up)—What?
Judge—How old are you?
Lady—Do ! have toteli that?

————

ing e s ason, he replied, 'If it were to go
hom w! e they would get fit, and I couid
get muie work out of them, I would. But
why shouid I let them go down to Cairo?
It is unamiable, but it is war, and it has a
severe magnificence. And If you suppose,
thereiere, that the sirdar is unpopular, he
is not. No general is unpopular who always
beats 'he enemy. When the columns move
out of camp in the evening 1o march all
night through the dark, they know not
whither, and fight at dawn with an enemy
they have never seen, every man goes forth
with a tranqyll mind. He may personaily
come back and he may not: but about the
general result there = not a doubt. You
bet your boots the sirdar knows: he
wouldn't fight if he weren't Eoing to win,
Other generals have been better loved;
none was ever better trusted.

“For of one human weakness the sirdar
I# believed not to have purged himself—
ambition. He s on his promotion, a man
who ecinnot afford to make a mistake.
Homilies against ambition may be left to
thoss Who have failed in their own; the
sird:gr S, If appareutiy purely personal. is
legitimate and even lofty. He has attained
eminent distinction at an exceptionally
early age. He has commanded victorious
armies at an age when most men are hoping
to command regiments. Even now a Junior
major general, he has been Intrusted with
an army of six brigades, a command such
a8 rew of his seniors have ever led In the
feld. Finally, he has been charged with a
mission sueh as almost every one of them
would have greedily accepted—the cruwnl'vg
triumph of half a generation's war, Nit-
urally, he has awakened jealousies and he
has bought permission to take esch step on

the way only by brilllant success in t
iast‘.“ 1f In this case he be not so mm';r utr:3
endin

to the high as he is to the e p

shall blame him? He has climbed ligf ﬁ‘&‘ﬁ
not to take every precaution Against a fall
But he will not fall, just Yel at any rale.
So far as Egypt is concerned he is the man

of destiny—the man who has been prepar-

ing himself sixteen yvears f P r
- 0 .
o s T One great pu

For Angilo-Egypt he is the di;
the exepected; the man who has stf?!azl:\l\'l:
perience and corrected errors; who has
worked at small things and walted rnE'
great: marble to =it stil] and fire to smite:
steadfast, cold and inflexible; the man who
has cut out his human heart and made him-
self & machine to retake Khartum.”

Resigned 1o liis Fate.
Philadeiphia Times.

A Tioga physician tells of & boy In
neighborhood whose thumb med
badly that the surgeon, o ~

temedy, said it must be

to save the hand and arm.
“Ri{. l‘und :on‘t be

will octor?™ asked
“You'll have She
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